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Author's Notes: 
| had a little help with the sexier scenes of this fic. Got inspiration from a story on A03 that | can no longer 
find. 


During his childhood in the blistering Canadian winters, Geddy had envied the families in his neighborhood who 


would go south during the winter. He fantasized about the intense heat and remembered summer fondly. 

While laying across a bed in the cheap Arizona motel in the dead of July, he could do nothing but wish for 
snow. A breeze. A damn ice cube that lasted for more than I5 fucking seconds. Anything to make Alex stop his 
whining from the room's other bed a few feet away. 


Is so hot!" The blond complained, turning his pillow over angrily in an effort to find the nonexistent ‘cool side’ 


"You complaining isn't changing the weather, Lerxst." Geddy murmured tiredly. He couldn't really blame him for 


complaining. It really was hot as balls and the long hair coating their backs and shoulders wasn't making it any 
more bearable. Maybe Neil was onto something with the shorter hair.. 


"| can't help it! I'm not built for heat, Canadians are not built for this kind of heat! I'm going nuts here, Ged" 
Alex's voice was getting higher, nearing angry hysterics if Geddy didn't calm him down soon. 


"You're too hot cause you keep thinking about it. Just find something to do to take your mind off it" Geddy 
instructed, sitting up on his bed to face Alex. 


"I can't think of anything else. There's nothing to do until Howard gets back with Neil" Alex protested. 


"Anything at all.. Like, um." Geddy looked around the room before remembering the pack of cigarettes in his 
jean pocket. "How about a smoke?" Alex perked up a little and sat up, ruffling his hair. 


"Sounds good to me. Got a light?" He asked. Geddy pulled out the pack and tossed him a smoke while checking 
out the rest of his pockets for a lighter or matchbook of any kind, but had no luck. 


"Not on me. Don't think | have one in my luggage either." He sighed. "And | used my last matchbook two days 
ago. D'you think Pratt's got one stashed away?" Alex pointed to the meticulous suitcase at the foot of his bed. 
Geddy's eyes followed the direction of his finger and the idea sent a chill down his spine. Almost a welcome 


change. 


"You think we should? You know how bent out of shape he gets when we move anything of his." Geddy fretted 
quietly. 


"Then we just remember where everything was. We just need a lighter. Its not like we're stealing a pair of his 


boxers or anything." Alex shrugged, getting to his feet. 


"Yeah.. yeah, you're right. Its just a lighter." Geddy nodded. "Just make sure to put everything exactly, and | 
mean EXACTLY where you found it" Alex made a quiet scoffing noise as he knelt down in front of the suitcase. 
"Both zippers have to be exactly in the middle when we close this thing up." Geddy noted, watching Alex slowly 
undo the tiny false padlock Neil had strung through the zipper openings to deter thieves and then the zippers 
themselves. He lifted the lid to reveal a pistine lineup of rolled t-shirts and pants. 


"Christ, did he pack anything except clothes?" Alex murmured, delicately pawing through the rolls. 


"Underneath. | think there's a false bottom." Geddy pointed to a fabric handle that was mostly hidden 
underneath rolls, but was definitely firmly attached to the lining of the suitcase, along with its twin on the 
opposite end. Alex gripped both handles and lifted firmly, causing the lining to lift free. Not exactly a false 
bottom, but judging by the stash of papers underneath it, Neil fully intended for it to be a secret 


compartment, never to be found by anyone. 


"No lighter. Just papers. Has Neil been doing moonlight writing again?" Alex asked, taking up a handful and 


passing them to his cohort. 


"Not this leg.. He usually lets me look over his stuff to check grammar." Geddy puzzled, starting to read 
through the first page in his hands. 


There's sweat covering both of them as their bodies mesh together 

Geddy rereads the sentence a few times in complete confusion before continuing, 

He's pushing back harder now, breathing taster 

"Whats it say?" Alex asked, apparently completely forgetting about the heat: 

"| think.. | could be wrong, but | think lim reading a sex scene" He murmured, leaning into the pages. 
And now he's being pounded into hard, and he's fucking himself back on Alex's cock, meeting every thrust 


"A sex scene between two men, one of which is named Alex." Geddy chuckled. "You got a thing for the pretty 


men, Lerxst?" Alex started blushing hard enough that the only response he can formulate is a muttered ‘shut 
up’. 


"| can't believe our mature drummer wrote erotica." Geddy continued, flipping through the pages. "Tons of it. 


How bored could Pratt have been to write about two guys having sex?" 
‘Maybe he had inspiration” Alex giggled as he read through his own sheet. 
"Inspiration where?" Geddy asked, leaning down to read over the guitarists shoulder. 


‘Ugh fuck" Geddy groans as his hand tightens in Alex's hair. And that does it for Alex. The noises Geddy makes as 
he comes, the sight of him. "Fuck, Geddy" Alex bites down on Geddys shoulder as he lets out his release. 


"Us. Neil's written erotica staring us." Alex declares flatly. 


"But why? What could have possibly possessed him to write about us?" Geddy mused. Alex bit his lip a little 


and tossed his papers back in the suitcase. 

"Maybe he caught us that one time.. when you fell asleep on my lap.." He murmured. 

‘| fell asleep in your lap?" Geddy asked, laying his own papers back on the pile. 

"Yeah. We were on the road, and it was really late. You fell asleep sitting up and ended up in my lap. | didn't 


want to move you, and | ended up passing out too. Neil must have seen us sleeping together and got ideas... 


Alex shrugged. 


"That was on the way to Cleveland, right? | think | remember that night.." Geddy pondered. 
"Some of the best sleep | ever got" Alex mentioned. 


"Same here... Since we're not doing anything, and y'know, Pratt won't be back for a while yet." Geddy started, 
blushing hard. 


"You wanted to take another nap with me?" Alex chuckled. "Give Neil more inspiration if he walks in on us 


again?" 


It's just an offer. Besides, it doesn't hurt to catch up on sleep.." The universal truth of life on the road. And it 


wasn't like there was a risk of anyone walking in on them.. 


"Can we at least keep the blankets off? It's fucking hot in here." 


